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Ranne fearfully among the trembling reeds. 

And hid his cnfpe-hcad in the hollow bank, 

Blood-ftained with thcfe valiant combatants. 

Never did bare and rotten policy 

Colour her working with fuch deadly wounds. 

Nor never could the noble Mortimer-, 

Receivefo many, and all willingly : 

Then let him not be ilandcred with revolt. 

King, Thou dolt belie him, Percy, thou doft belie him. 

He never did encounter with Glendowcr, 

1 tell thee, he durfl as well have met the dev ill alone. 

As Owen Cjlendoiver for an enemy. 

Art thou not alham’d? but firra, henceforth 
Let me not hear you fpeak of Mortimer , 

Send me your prifoners with the fpeedieft means. 

Or you fhall hear in fuch a kinde.from me, 

As will difpleafc you. My Lord Northumberland, 

We licence your departure with your fonne : 

Send us your prifoners, or you will hear of it. RxitKitig 

Hot. And if the devill come and roar for them, 

I will not fend them : I will after ftraight 
And tell him fo, for I will eafe my heart. 

Albeit I make a hazard of my head. 

Nor. What? drunk with ckoler? flay and paufea while, 
Herexomes your Uncle. 

Hot Speak of Mortimer ? 

Zounds l will fpeak of him, and let my foul 
Want mercy, if I donotj'oyn with him : 

Yea on h is part, 1 1 e empty a 1 1 thole veins. 

And fhed my dear blood, drop by drop, i'th duff. 

Bur I will 1 ift the down- trod Mortimer, 

As high in’th ayre as this unthankfull King, 

A'- this ingrate and cancred ThiUingbrook- 
N or. Brother, the King hath made your nephew mad. 
War. Who brook this heat up after I was gone ? 

Hot. He will forfooth have all my prifoners. 

And when I urg’d the ranfome once againe 
Of my wives brother, then his cheek lookt jaale. 


Henry the Fourth 

And on my face he turn’d an eye of death. 

Trembling even at the name ol Mortimer, 

mr. 1 cannot blame him, was not he proclaim d 
By Richard that dead is, the next of bmoc . 

Nor. He was ; l heard the Proclamation, 

And then it was, when the unhappy King. 

( Whole wron gs in us Cod pardon )did l.t t 
Up an his Iripo ex pedition ; 

Vrom whence, he intercepted, did return 
To be depos d and fhoitly murdered. 

Wor. And for whole death, we in the worlusv. id ’ 

Live fcandaliz’d and foully fpoken of. 

Hot. But foft,I pray you, did King Richard then 
Proclaim my brother Mortimer 
Heir to the Crown ? 

Nor. He did, my felf did hear if. 

Hot. Nay then l cannot blame his coufin King, 

That wifl.it him on the barren mountains ftarve. 

But fhall it be, that you thatfet the'erown 
Upon the head of this forgetfull man, 

And for his fake wear the d exited bloc 
Ofmurtherous fubornation? fhall it be 
Thatyou a world of curfes undergo, 

"Being the agents, or bale fecond means. 

The cords, the ladder, or the hangman rather? 

O pardon, if that I defeend fo lo w. 

To drew the line and the predicament. 

Wherein you range under this fu'ctile King. 

Shall it for fhame be fpoken in thefe dayes. 

Or fill up Chronicles in time to come. 

That men of your Nobility and power, 

- . Did gage them both in an unj uft behalf, 

(As both of you, God pardon it, have done) 

To put down Richard that fwcet lovely Role, 

And plant this thorn, this canker ThtllingbrookJ 
And iliall it in more ilia me be further fpoken. 

That you are fool’d, difearded, and fhook off 
By him, from whom thefe fheunes ye under- W€W? 

~ ' No 


